JU/IIOR 














Chats With the Editor 


Question in the Moonlight 


The moon shone down clear and 
cold and shimmered on the water of an 
oasis in a desert of northwest India. 

It was a lonely place, six weeks’ journey 
across the sand to the nearest city. Yet 
twenty Hindu families lived there. 

Tonight the twenty men of those families 
were sitting beside the water, listening to a 
sermon by a surveyor of the Indian Govern- 
ment. 

If it seems strange to you that a govern- 
ment surveyor should also be a preacher, 
you should know that Mr. William F. 
Oldham, the surveyor, was also a bishop 
of the Methodist Church. Whenever he 
was out surveying, he would send a mes- 
senger ahead to the next village to tell the 
people that his master would be there that 
night, and wished to speak to everyone. 

Of course, the men in the villages would 
think there was some important govern- 
ment announcement they had to listen to, 
so they would be sure to be present. 

But Bishop Oldham’s message was vastly 
more important than any government an- 
nouncement. He wanted to tell the people 
about Jesus. 

That was the way it had been today. In 
the afternoon, servants had arrived at the 
Oasis announcing that a government of- 
ficial was arriving soon, and that he wanted 
to speak to all the men as soon as the eve- 
ning meal was over. 

Now the twenty men of the village were 
sitting expectantly. Bishop Oldham stepped 
from his tent and stood before them. 

Not a man in the entire group had ever 
heard about Jesus’ love and life and death. 
Not a one had ever been told before that 
Jesus Christ came to save sinners. 

Late into the night Bishop Oldham spoke, 
and never an eye moved from his face as 
the men hung on every word. 

At last, when he ended the talk, an old 
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man came forward. He was the son of a 
king, and his long beard flowed to his 
waist. 

He leaned on a staff, and the young men 
courteously made way for him as he walked 
to the front. 

“You are a young man,” he said to 
Bishop Oldham. “How do you know these 
things you have been talking about?” 

“Father,” Mr. Oldham answered respect- 
fully, “I have not known these things be- 
cause of my own wisdom. Our great Father 
wrote in a Book the answers to the ques- 
tions that have troubled your heart and all 
human hearts, and He gave that Book to 
men of olden time.” 

“Do you mean,” the old man said, “that 
there is a Book with all these things you 
have been telling us about—about a love 
that is good, and all the rest of it?” 

“Yes, there is a Book. It is God’s Book, 
and the answers are in it.” 

“Young man, is that Book in my lan- 
guage? You speak in my language. Did 
you read these things in my tongue?” 

“Yes, I have the Book in your language.” 

The old man straightened up, pointed his 
long finger at Bishop Oldham, and said, 
“Get me that Book!” 

Mr. Oldham ran to his tent and brought 
back two copies of the Bible in the lan- 
guage of that village. Forty hands stretched 
out. He put one into the old man’s hand. 

The man looked up and said, “Sir, how 
long has this Book been in the world?” 

“For hundreds of years,” Mr. Oldham ad- 
mitted. 

“Did your people have it?” 

“Yes.” 

“And I am old,” the man said sadly. “All 
my friends have died hopeless. I am nearly 
gone myself. All this time the Book was 
here and nobody brought it to me.” He 
looked Mr. Oldham in the eye and asked a 
question the bishop never forgot. “Why,” 
he demanded, “why didn’t someone bring 
us the Book long ago?” 


Juniors, there are many other people - ] 


the world today asking the same question. 
They want to know what is in God’s Book. 
Are you doing all you can to help them get 
a copy and understand what it says? 


Your friend, 


a ee Wrawsel 























The Silent Lie 


By TOM TUCKER 


| arager was a cold, horrible feeling in the 
pit of Bob’s stomach when he stared at 
the broken fish bowl. He knelt beside the 
flipping fish—but it was too late, and they 
were dying. 

He crept silently from the empty class- 
room. Almost all the students in his grade 
were playing Red Rover, and Mr. Wilson 
was talking to one of the other teachers. 
Bob overheard him say, “That Jcb! Always 
into mischief.” 

Bob joined the game, but he couldn’t 


keep his mind on it. What would Mr. Wil- 
son do when he discovered the broken fish 
bowl? 

Before recess was over, Bob saw Jeb 
climbing over the back fence, into the play- 
ground, a candy bar in his pocket. Appar- 
ently he had sneaked out and gone to the 
store, which was against the rules. 

The bell rang, and the students returned 
to the classroom. They were upset at the 
sight of the broken bowl, the dead fish, the 

To page 16 
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Bob knelt beside the broken goldfish bowl. How could he escape being punished for breaking it? 
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Chapter 4: Dream of the Five Fires 


Candle for 


By VIRGIL 


If you missed the last chapter: 


After Merritt Kellogg went east to ask the leaders 
of the denomination to send missionaries to California, 
Elder Loughborough and Elder Bourdeau and their 
families volunteered. They traveled by boat from New 
York to Panama, c Panama in a train, then 
got on another boat for San Francisco. Before leaving 
the East, Elder Loughborough had a large tent made 
in which to hold meetings. The tent traveled with the 

reachers until they were in Panama, but they had to 
eave it behind there. They reached San Francisco on 
Sabbath and immediately met with Brother St. John 
and the small group of Adventists that worshiped in 
his house. Their chief concern was when the tent 
would arrive so they could begin the meetings. 


0’ MONDAY morning after his first 
Sabbath in San Francisco, Brother 
Loughborough went to the office of the 
Pacific Mail Steamship Company. 

“When is the next steamer due from 
Panama?” he asked. 

“There should be a small one arriving 
near the end of this week.” 

“Do you think our tent will be on it?” 

“Very unlikely, Mr. Loughborough. 
Freight of that kind usually takes from two 
to three months to arrive from Panama. But 
you can make inquiry again on Friday.” 

Brother St. John looked disturbed when 
Elder Loughborough repeated to him what 
the steamship agent had said. 

“You see, that means you couldn’t open 
your tent meetings until late in the fall, 
and we often have heavy rain here in the 
winter months.” 

“We must pray that it will arrive on Fri- 
day’s boat,” Elder Loughborough said, and 
this the little group of believers did, day 
after day. 

Friday morning found the workers at the 
pier watching the steamer being unloaded. 
Box after box was lifted from the hold and 
placed on the wharf. 

“There it is!” exclaimed Elder Lough- 


California 


ROBINSON 


borough, pointing excitedly at a large bun- 
dle tied with ropes. 

Sure enough, there was the tent! “The 
Lord has heard and answered our prayers,” 
said Elder Bourdeau. “God is surely good to 
us!” 

An expressman was hired to transport 
the tent to Mr. St. John’s home. On Mon- 
day morning the two preachers continued 
searching for a place where they might 
pitch it. San Francisco was a fast-growing 
city of one hundred fifty thousand. Build- 
ings were going up on nearly every avail- 
able lot. Even so, the men found the perfect 
location, right in the heart of the city. 
After making inquiries, they were directed 
to an office downtown where the ministers 
found the owner. They introduced them- 
selves and asked about the location. 

“We would very much like to have the 
use of your lot for a few weeks,” they said. 
“We wish to hold some evangelistic meet- 
ings there for the people of this city.” 

“I think that will be quite all right. I 
might as well rent it to you as to some- 
one else.” 

“Aren't you willing to let us have it free 
of charge for our meetings?” 

“Well, now, I don’t see why I should. But 
I'll be reasonable with you.” 

“What rental would you ask?” 

“Shall we say forty dollars a month?” 

“Forty dollars a month!” 

The man looked surprised at their ex- 
clamation. “Does that seem too much to 
you? Well, I can assure you that you will 
find nothing in San Francisco for less. 
Good-day, gentlemen.” 

The two ministers walked home in dis- 
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may. “Never, in all the fourteen years since 
I began preaching in a tent have I paid a 
single dollar for a lot on which to pitch it,” 
remarked Elder Loughborough. “We don’t 
have that kind of money.” 

“Perhaps the Lord has other plans for us,” 
replied Elder Bourdeau. “Maybe we should 
go to a smaller town.” 

“That would be a blow to Brother St. 
John. He is counting on our holding meet- 
ings here and building his little company 
into a regular, organized church.” 

“We will just have to wait and see what 
develops and pray for guidance.” 

The next morning there was a knock at 
the door. Elder Loughborough opened it, 
and found a man standing there who in- 
troduced himself. 

“My name is Hough, and I have come 
from Petaluma.” 

“Where is that?” asked Elder Lough- 
borough, whose knowledge of California 
geography was still very limited. 

“It is a town about forty miles north of 
here,” replied Mr. Hough. “We understand 
that you came to this city recently with a 
tent to hold some meetings.” 







“How did you find that out?” asked Elder 
Bourdeau in surprise. “We haven't done any 
advertising.” 

“Well, it’s a long story, but a few weeks 
ago a copy of a New York newspaper fell 
into our hands that said that two ministers 
were coming with a tent to San Francisco 
to hold meetings. We figured you should be 
here by now, so I came down to look for 
you.” 

“But how did you find us in this large 
city?” 

“The Lord guided me here, of that I am 
sure. When I arrived this morning He im- 
pressed me to go to the offices of the Pacific 
Mail Steamship Company at their pier. I 
asked the man in charge whether two men 
had recently arrived with a tent. ‘Sure, he 
replied, ‘they took their tent three days ago.’ 
“Where did they go?’ I asked him. ‘I cer- 
tainly can’t tell you that,’ he answered, 
‘since I didn’t take down their address.’ Just 
at that moment a man with an express 
wagon drove onto the pier. ‘Look!’ ex- 
claimed the agent. “There’s the very man 
who delivered the tent, and he can prob- 
ably tell you where he took it.’ So I asked 
him, and he remembered and gave me this 
address. So here I am. Now don’t you think 
I was guided?” To page 16 


“There are the men | saw in my dream,” Mr. Wolf 
exclaimed, pointing to two men coming up the street. 
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TOMMY'S 


By TEXIE HENDERSON 


O I HEAR a tractor?” mother asked as 

she turned her ear toward the window. 
“Sure enough, and it sounds like Uncle’s,” 
she answered herself. 

“Oh, goody!” Tommy shouted and started 
for the door. 

“Just a minute, Tommy,” mother called 
after him. “There will be a lot of people 
bringing machinery here today, and you 
must stay on your mound. Do not climb 
on the machinery at any time. You won't, 
will you?” 

“Oh, no, Mom, but I’ve got to see it.” 
And so saying, Tommy flew out the door. 

He ran to the top of his mound of dirt 
and waved gallantly as his cousin Wade 
drove by on the big John Deere tractor. He 
was pulling a corrugator, one that his fa- 
ther had sent up to be sold. 

Tommy's folks were having an auction 
sale. They were quitting the farm and go- 
ing back to college. 

Tommy sat almost dreaming. What 
would it be like living in a town and going 
to a big school? It was all so wonderful to 
dream about. But an auction sale! Could 
anything be more wonderful or exciting? 

This mound of dirt was Tommy’s special 
“vista dome.” From here he could see every- 
thing about the farmyard. Mother had told 
him that any time a car, truck, or tractor 
entered the driveway he should run to the 
mound, for from it he could watch every- 
thing and be safe. 

He was jarred out of his dreams by si- 
lence. The pop, pop, pop of the John Deere 
had stopped. He could come down from 
his mound now. 

“Hey, Tommy,” Wade called, “come and 
look at this corrugator. Dad says she’s worth 
a hundred dollars, but we'll be lucky to get 
sixty. The blades are sharp and clean and as 
good as new.” 
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SCRATCH 


Tommy admired the grown-up way Wade 
talked. He was ten years old, which made 
him five years older than Tommy. 

But Tommy tried to sound as grown up 
as Wade. “Those blades are sharp,” he said. 
“And it really is a beauty. I wonder who'll 
buy it?” 

The two boys admired the machinery al- 
ready lined up and then went to the house 
for a cool drink of lemonade. 

A little later Wade said, “So long, folks. 
I'll be back with a bale loader after a while.” 

Tommy followed Wade outside and 
perched himself on his mound to watch him 
drive away. 

He sat a while engulfed in thought. “Why 
can’t I climb on the machinery? I can see 
that a tractor might be dangerous, but a cor- 
rugator? What could be wrong with climb- 
ing on a corrugator?” The more he thought, 
the more disgruntled he became. One voice 
seemed to say, “There must be some danger, 
or mother wouldn’t have told you to stay 
off.” Another seemed to say, “Your mother 
doesn’t want you to have any fun.” 

Oh, but thoughts are such strange things. 
Tommy's seemed to be having a battle be- 
tween themselves, a “tug o’ war.” First a 
good thought would pull hard, and Tommy 
would be almost persuaded to stay on the 
right side. Then the evil thought would 
jerk and pull, and he would be convinced 
it was all right to do wrong. 

The devil is persistent. He pulled hard 
and argued long. Tommy solemnly de- 
scended his mound and walked slowly 
toward the corrugator. 

“There just isn’t anything here that could 
hurt me,” he said to himself. 

He placed his right foot squarely on one 
of the blades and reached up to the arm to 
raise himself. It was something like mount- 
ing a horse. He heaved, he lifted his weight 
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Tommy had to use four of the regular-size Band-Aids to cover his “scratch.” 


off the ground—and right then the whole 
machine gave way and fell with him to the 
ground. 

He felt a sharp pain in his leg and sat up. 
He looked at the leg. One of the blades had 
cut a huge gash in it. He stared in dumb 
amazement! He had never seen a cut like it 
before. It was L shaped, like the tears a fel- 
low gets in his trousers. It was about an 
inch and a quarter high and a little more 
than a half inch across at the base. 

No blood came out. He got up, scared. 
And sore. 

His first thought was to run to mamma. 
She'd know what to do. Then another 
thought pulled—that “tug o’ war” again. 

Tommy knew mother had definitely told 
him to stay off the machinery. He had dis- 
obeyed. If he went to mother as he knew he 
should, she would know what he had done 
and would punish him. If he hid it from her, 
he wouldn’t be punished. He ended up de- 
ciding to care for the wound himself. He 
wouldn’t let mother know. He hurried to 
the bathroom and got out the Band-Aids. It 
took four of the regular size to cover the 
gash. 


He was still in the bathroom when he 
heard mother’s voice. “Tommy, daddy's call- 
ing you.” 

“O.K., Mom. Tell him I'll be right out.” 

It was quite some time later when mother 
heard daddy's voice again. 

“Tommy, TOMMY!” 

“Tommy, where are you?” mother asked 
a little impatiently. 

“I'm here in the bathroom.” 

“What's taking you so long?” 

“I'm putting a Band-Aid on my scratch.” 
Tommy was so used to telling the truth 
that it came out before he thought. 

“What scratch? You didn’t tell me.” 

“Oh, it’s nothing. I had a hard time find- 
ing the Band-Aids.” Tommy lied, for he 
realized he had almost disclosed his secret. 

Mother thought little of it, for the chil- 
dren often put Band-Aids on _ small 
scratches. 

Tommy was soon outside with daddy. 
There was so much to do! It was just a few 
days now before the big farm auction sale, 
and there were so many things the boys 
could do to help. 

“You mean at an auction sale people buy 
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HOW A CANAL LOCK OPERATES 


BOAT ENTERS LOCK... 
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THE UPPER GATES ARE CLOSED, AND warer 
18 LET OUT OF THE LOCK UNTIL THE BOAT /5 
LEVEL WITH THE LOWER SECTION OF THE CANAL... 
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ONE OF THE WORLD'S MOST IMPORTANT WATERWAYS, 
THE SUEZ CANAL, WAS OPENED NOVEMBER 17,/869. 
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WHEN PROPER LEVEL 1S REACHED, THE LOWER 
GATES ARE OPENED AND THE BOAT GOES OUT... 
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WITH ASTRONOMY MERELY A © 
HOBBY, MUSICIAN — *- 
WILLIAM HERSCHEL, 
CONTRIBUTED A VAST 
STORE OF INFORMATION , 
REGARDING OUR UNIVERSE, 
INCLUDING THE DISCOVERY 
OF THE PLANET URANUS. 
“" HERSCHEL BORN NOVEMBER JS, 
1738, BUILT HIS OWN. 
. INSTRUMENTS FOR 
GAZING AT THE 
HEAVENS 





MANY MEN HAVE CONTRIBUTED 
ne TO THE DEVELOPMENT OF 
PHOTOGRAPHY. ONE SUCH MAN 
WAS LOUIS JACQUES DAGUERRE, 
A FRENCH PAINTER AND HOBBYIST, 
BORN NOVEMBER 18, 1789. BY 
ACCIDENT DAGUERRE DISCOVERED 
A NEW METHOD FOR DEVELOPING 
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everything?” Dale asked. Dale was Tom- 
my’s brother, just two years older than he. 

“Yes,” daddy replied. “And we must get 
it arranged neatly. It sells better that way, 
and people like to see what they are bidding 
on. 

The boys helped arrange fence posts, 
tools, cement blocks, and other things so 
people could inspect them. 

“Do you suppose someone will buy this 
old paint, Dad?” Tommy asked. 

“Stack it neatly together, and someone 
will bid on it, I’m sure,” dad answered. 
“Tommy, will you run and get the syphon 
tubes out of mamma’s garden?” 

“Oh, Dad, can’t Dale? I’m tired. And, be- 
sides, my leg hurts.” 

“Your leg? What's wrong with your leg?” 

“Oh, ah-er-nothing. I'll get them.” And 
Tommy trudged off to the garden. 

Daddy watched him, and noticed he 


moved slowly. “Maybe I have been working 
them too hard,” he thought. 
Tommy is only a little boy.” 
Three days later, the August sun was 
beating down on Tommy, Dale, and daddy 
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“After all, 


as they finished separating the sheep into 
pens for the sale, which would be held to- 
morrow. 

“Dad, don’t forget I get the money from 
these bum lambs,” Tommy said. 

And Dale quickly added, “And I get the 
money from ‘Blacky.’ He’s a runt, but he’s 
cute, and somebody will buy him.” 

“O.K., boys. I'll see that you get your 
money. You've been real helpers this sum- 
mer. You look hot and tired right now. 
Say! How would you like to go for a 
swim?” 

“YIPPEE! Would we! Right now, may 
we?” 

“Yes, take off, but do be careful.” 

The boys raced to the house and were al- 
most in their swimming suits when who 
should drive up but their cousins, and they 
were in their swimming suits already. 

They all dashed madly for the swimming 
hole, which was a pond made by a dam dad 
had built just that spring. Fresh water ran 
through it all the time. 

Oh! It was cool and wonderful. 

To page 18 

















The best thing I got out of school was something 
I got from 


The Nonconformist 


By JANE CROWE MAXFIELD 


| CAN see her yet, a slender school girl in 
a plain dark dress, with her black hair in 
two smooth braids down her back. She stood 
facing the professor who was glaring at her 
from the rostrum. 

It was the class in first-year Greek. We 
started Greek in the sophomore year in 
high school in those days. The girl next to 
her, on the side away from the professor, 
twitched her skirt and whispered some- 
thing, trying to be helpful. Katherine sank 
slowly into her seat, awaiting the volley of 
sarcasm that was sure to come. It came. 

Professor Franklin had no mercy when 
you didn’t know your lesson. Katherine 
looked down into her lap, nervously twist- 
ing her hands together. The tirade ended. 
The professor called on somebody else. The 
lesson went on. 

Katherine wasn’t particularly popular. 
She was very reserved. She scorned “boot- 
leg knowledge.” She accepted no under- 
cover information. She refused to lend her 
papers to be copied by lazier schoolmates. 
But she was respected. For four years Kath- 
erine was my very special friend. 

I had grown up in a God-fearing home, 
where standards of personal honesty were 
high. Yet I have often wondered whether, 
without Katherine, I would have had stam- 
ina enough to withstand the pressure of my 
classmates to do what “everybody else” was 
doing—cheating. Katherine was a noncon- 
formist. She was too proud to cheat. 

After high school our ways parted. She 
went away to college, and I went to a col- 
lege near home. Our paths rarely crossed 
in the years ahead, but she was maid of 


To page 15 





























































































































Jane stood silent, then sank slowly into her seat 
and awaited the sarcasm she knew was sure to come. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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THE ROBIN AND THE HAWK 


Poetry Award 
By RITA ORMAN, Age 10 
Amarillo, Texas 


A little robin sat in a tree, 

And she was as happy as she could be. 
Nor thought of the danger all around, 
High up in her nest, above the ground. 


A hawk was flying in the sky, 

Saw the robin, and by and by 

Exclaimed aloud, "What a meal she would 
make." 

And down he swooped, the bird to take. 


But as the hawk was flying down, 

I picked a stick up from the ground. 

I threw it high up in the air, 

And the hawk fied away in a great big scare. 


PUSHED OFF THE RAILROAD 
TRACK 


True-Story Award 
By FRANK A. LOUNSBERRY, Age 10 
Nevada, lowa 


“Well, it certainly seems as if Denny's 
guardian angel was watching over him,” 
said mother to dad. She was reading the 
newspaper story of our neighbor boy’s nar- 
row escape from death. 

The week before was when it happened. 
Three-year-old Denny and his collie dog 
were outside playing while Denny’s mother 
was hanging the washing on the line. Denny 
asked his mother if he could go inside 
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the house to play. His mother said he could. 
Close to Denny’s farm home was a railroad 
track, and he had been warned many times 
never to go near it. Denny started around 
the house, but instead of going inside, he 
went straight to the railroad. He climbed 
up on it and was playing there when a 
train whistled in the distance. 

The engineer saw the boy on the tracks 
and he knew he could never stop in time. 
Denny’s dog ran like a flash for him. He 
looked anxiously at the train and then back 
at Denny and barked and barked. As the 
train came nearer, the dog put his two 
front paws on Denny’s chest and pushed 
him hard. Over and over they tumbled down 
by a creek in a ditch and lay there un- 
harmed as the train roared by. 

Denny’s dog had never acted intelligent 
before; he couldn’t even do tricks. I think 
that God put the knowledge into him so 
he could save his master’s life. God always 
watches over us wherever we are. 


A SUNDAY-MORNING OUTING 


True-Story Award 
By ALAN ABBOTT, Age 12 
Susanville, California 


One day the boys in my Sabbath school 
class decided we would like to have an 
outing. We set the date and were glad when 
the day came. 

We planned to hike up to the “L” on 
the side of the hill just outside of town. 
The “L” stands for Lassen, the name of the 
county in which we live. 

We got up at five o'clock that Sunday 
morning and met at our Sabbath school 
teacher’s home. He was going with us to 
help cook the breakfast. 

As soon as we arrived at the “L” we 
were hungry. We cooked our breakfast of 
pancakes, potatoes, and eggs. It all tasted 
good to a group of hungry boys. 























After breakfast we took another hike. We 
found a sheep skull, several unusual rocks, 
and some interesting pitch. 

By early afternoon we were tired enough 
to agree to go home. We packed up our 
cooking equipment and started back. 

On the way down the hill we killed a 
snake. One of the boys carried it around 
his neck until we got into town. 

When we reached home we were the 
dirtiest and most tired boys you ever saw. 
Before we went to bed that night, I’m sure 
we all thanked God for a lovely day. 





MY BIBLE 


Poetry Award 
By CHERYL CROUCH, Age 14 
Elmont, New York 


My Bible is a precious book, 
And very dear to me; 

| read it every chance | get, 
To learn a lot, you see. 


It tells of many stories, 

In days both old and new, 
Of prophets, kings, and rulers, 
And even poets, too. 


Yes, my Bible is a special book, 
It teaches many things, 

But most of all the kindness, 

Of Jesus Christ, my King. 





RACCOON AT NIGHT 
Photography Award 
By EDDIE HALDEMAN, Age 11 
Garfield Park, Delaware 





THE SABBATH 


First Poetry Award 
By BEVERLY JEAN PETERSEN, Age 10 
Corvallis, Oregon 


Of all the seven days, 
The Sabbath is the best, 

For by our heavenly Father 
The Sabbath day was blessed. 


1 like the Sabbath school, 
Where we sing and pray: 

I like the holy atmosphere 
And the quiet way; 


And Sabbath afternoons, 

When there are walks to take, 
To some deep, green woods, 

Or some lovely lake. 


So thus the Sabbath ends, 
Of all the week the best— 
The day we think of God, 
In quiet, peaceful rest. 


THE PUNISHMENT 


First True-Story Award 


By BRIGITTE LINBERGER, Age 12 
Barberton, Ohio 


I'll never forget the Sunday afternoon I 
disobeyed my mother. 

When I was riding my bike outside, a 
thought suddenly flashed into my mind. 
There were some bottles on the back porch. 
I could take them to the corner store and 
get the deposit. I could put the money in 
my bank with the other money I was sav- 
ing up for summer camp. To page 15 
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How long Garnie had waited for her 
birthday! Now it was only a few days 
away, and because it was also January, the 
old calendar had been taken down from the 
space between the kitchen cupboard and 
the side door. It left a bare spot, and mother 
and father had gone to the grocery store to 
buy the week’s supply of groceries for their 
brood of twelve children, and at the same 
time to get a new calendar. In just nine 
days Garnie would be seven years old! 

Garnie thought the only drawback to hav- 
ing a birthday in January was that it came so 
soon after Christmas, although in such a 
big family, where the dollars must be 
stretched to meet the needs of twelve of 
the healthiest, hungriest children in the 
world, Christmas was never a very grand af- 
fair. They had never had a tree or even 
fancy wrappings for the few presents they 
could afford. 

This Christmas Garnie had found a little- 
girl doll in her chair at the breakfast table, 
and her eyes had gone quickly to her sister 
Lillian’s chair, to see what her doll was like. 
She fell in love immediately with the new- 
born-baby doll Lillian’s chair held. Just then 
Lillian came to the table. She looked at 
Garnie’s doll and fell in love with its long 
black curls, so the two little sisters, as sisters 
often do, traded dolls right then and there. 
Oh! How Garnie loved that baby doll! 
Francie had a doll also, so the three little 
girls spent a happy Christmas Day. 

“I wish mommy would hurry home, and 
I hope Wilbur and Willie do not eat all the 
sack of penny candy the grocer gives us ev- 
ery week,” thought Garnie. Just then the 
door opened to let in a clean breath of 
cold air and the four bundle-laden people. 

Long ago the children had learned that 
twenty-four hands were too many to be 
searching through a lot of perishable gro- 
ceries, so the children waited patiently till 
the sack with the penny candy was located 
and divided into little piles, but at last it 
was done, and then the new calendar was 
taken out. It was lovely! 

Garnie had never seen a calendar like it 
before. Instead of one picture to look at a 
whole year, and to get as familiar as your 
own face, the new calendar had twelve pic- 
tures, one for each month, and they were 
pictures from the Bible. Mother turned the 
pages so the children could see the different 
scenes. Adam and Eve being turned out of 
the Garden of Eden was first, then Noah and 
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What a lot of unexpected things were started 
by that new calendar! 


THE NEW C 





the ark, Moses and the burning bush, Moses 
and the children of Israel at the Red Sea, 
Moses as a baby in the bulrushes, the spies 
returning from the Promised Land with @ 3 
giant bunches of grapes, Samuel in the § | 
Temple as a little child, Jesus in the Temple # . “33 
as a little boy, Jesus feeding the people with #4 

five loaves and two fishes, Jesus healing the @ ! 
lepers, the crucified Lord, and the resurrec- % 
tion. Twelve pictures to enjoy and study. j 

Garnie wanted to hold the calendar her- 4 
self and turn the pages slowly, but mother 
was not going to turn over her treasure to 
those twelve pairs of grubby hands, at least 
not yet. So the new calendar went up in the 
place where the calendars always hung, to 
cover the clean spot that showed when the 
old one was taken down. Then, as she did 
all year, Garnie stood on the chair that al- 
ways sat below the calendar, and looked and 
looked. 

Mother was shaping the dough she had 
rising in a big bread pan on the back of the 
range, and Garnie sniffed the spicy aroma 
of the apple pies cooling on the table. 

“Mommy, why did God send Adam and 
Eve away from the Garden?” she asked. 

“Because they did not obey Him when 
He told them not to eat of the fruit of one 
tree in the Garden,” said mother. “If you 
will wait till I am finished with the rest of 
this dough I will read the story to you.” 

So Garnie counted the days of the week 
and waited. Mother was soon done, and her 
four youngest climbed into the chairs of the 
long kitchen table while mother went to 
her room and brought out her treasured 
Bible, kept in her dresser drawer away from 
the twenty-four little hands. 

Outside of their school books, the Bible 
was the only book they possessed, and was 
treasured very highly because it had been “H 
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brought to Indiana by mother’s mother, and 
in a covered wagon. 

So Garnie heard the story of Creation for 
the first time, and she shut her eyes as 
mother read, so she could see the wonders of 
a world being created by the word of God. 
At the words, “Let there be light,” she 
opened her eyes, and the sudden change 


from darkness to light made her under- 
stand, as nothing else could, a world sud- 
denly lightened for the first time. When 
mother finished, there was the usual deluge 
of questions. “How? Why? When? 
Where?” Mother hushed them up by read- 
ing. 

“Thus the heavens and the earth were 
finished, and all the host of them. And on 
the seventh day God ended his work which 
he had made; and he rested on the seventh 
day from all his work which he had made. 
And God blessed the seventh day, and 
sanctified it: because that in it he had rested 
from all his work which God created and 
made” (Genesis 2:1-3). 

“What does ‘sanctified’ mean, Mommy?” 
said Garnie. 

“Now, child, I am not going to answer 
any more questions. I think that means that 
God made it a special day to be used for 
Him, and to honor Him forever.” And 
Garnie had to go back to the chair under 
the calendar to try to get from the picture 
some answers to the questions that were 
running around in her head. 


JEANIE MC COY, ARTIST 


“Hey, Mommy, did you know that the calendar says Saturday is the seventh day of the week?” Garnie said. 
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“Will you finish the story tomorrow, 
Mommy?” she called above the song her 
mother was singing as she worked: 


“He's coming, coming, coming soon | 
know, 

Coming back to this earth again; 

And the weary pilgrims will to glory go, 

When the Saviour comes to reign.” 


Not getting an answer, Garnie started to 
count the days of the week. One, two, 
three, four, five, six, seven. Sunday, Mon- 
day, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Fri- 
day, Saturday. That was funny, Saturday 
was the seventh day of the week. 

“Mommy, the calendar says that Satur- 
day is the seventh day of the week,” Garnie 
called over the song, not expecting an 
answer. 

“Yes, I know it is,” said mother. 

“Why don’t we go to church on Saturday 
then?” asked Garnie. 

“Oh, it was changed long ago,” said 
mother. 

“Why?” asked Garnie. 

“Because Jesus was raised from the dead 
on Sunday,” said mother. And now the 
questions were really at an end, for the din- 
ner table had to be set and the food for 
fourteen people put on it, so Garnie had to 
put the plates on the table. But she still had 
many questions buzzing around in her head. 

But that fascinating calendar was to be 
the source of much thought, and much dis- 
comfort to Garnie and her mother, for 
Garnie was a little girl who thought, and 
when a child thinks, questions come; and 
when mother does not have the answers, 
she does not like to be questioned, because 
mothers and fathers are supposed to be the 
source of all knowledge, and mother did 
not have answers to Garnie’s hard-to-an- 
swer questions. Garnie was to wait many 
years for some of her answers, but God in- 
tended for them to be answered. 

For a whole year, at first close up, then 
from a distance, as the year wore on and the 
newness of the calendar wore off, Garnie 
looked and wondered and listened to the 
stories of the pictures, and was permitted 
to take the calendar down for closer look- 
ing, till the people came to be very real to 
her. In a home where the only pictures 
were of grandparents whom Garnie had 
never seen, and some old tintypes that were 
kept in mother’s drawer, that bright calen- 
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dar was something for a girl to marvel at. 

Garnie’s birthday came. She received a 
dime, and a “lick” for each year and one to 
grow on from every one of the thirteen 
brothers and sisters and parents. Even 
though they were light taps, she was glad 
they were over at last. Mother let her take 
the calendar down and choose the story to 
be read for her birthday, and she chose to 
hear the rest of the story of how Adam and 
Eve had been sent away from their lovely 
home in Eden. 

“Why did eating the fruit of a tree seem 
so bad that God had to send them away, 
Mommy?” asked Garnie. 

“I suppose God meant for them to obey 
Him, ro they did not do it,” said mother. 
“It is a bad thing not to obey God and your 
parents. You know I expect you children to 
obey me, and you have to be punished if 
you do not.” 

“Then why don’t we obey God when He 
says the seventh day is the Sabbath?” asked 
Garnie. 

“Now there you go again, when I told 
you they changed that a long time ago,” 
said mother, closing the Bible and ending 
the discussion. 

But Garnie wondered who had changed 
it and why they should not obey God, and 
what would happen to them, if God pun- 
ished them the way He had punished Adam 
and Eve. Of course, they did not live in the 
beautiful Garden of Eden, so God could not 
send them away. But one day Garnie was to 
learn that Jesus is going to create a new 
earth that will be just as lovely as the Gar- 
den of Eden, and that those who choose to 
obey God and keep His Sabbath will live 
there with God and Jesus, while those who 
do not choose to obey are thrust outside, to 
be destroyed in fire from heaven. 

The years passed. Garnie was sprinkled 
in the Methodist Church when she was 
nine years old. How close she seemed to 
Jesus on that day! She was to learn later 
that baptism is required as a public ac- 
knowledgment that you are a Christian, 
and that it is to be a complete immersion of 
the body in a lot of water; but it was exactly 
forty years before Garnie was to be baptized 
as a Seventh-day Adventist. 

When Garnie was about twenty-five 
years old, she became friends with a girl 
who had attended the Indiana Academy 
and who went to church on Saturday. She 
was always going to take Garnie to church 











with her, but never got around to asking 
her at the right time, so Garnie had to wait 
many years before she found the church 
that honors God's true Sabbath. 

In every heart there is a need for God, 
and sometimes people have to have terrible 
things happen to them before they will 
finally turn to God. This is what happened 
to Garnie. She did not choose the right way 
of living, and much grief came as a result. 
Every time Garnie tried to do better, she 
found herself in more trouble. Then when 
things looked the blackest, and Garnie felt 
that it was no use to ask God to forgive her, 
she saw an advertisement in the morning 
paper and sent for the Bible lessons it of- 
fered free. The lessons were wonderful! All 
the questions she had asked as a child, and 
for which she could find no answers, were 
answered now. How she feasted on the Word 
of God! 

Then half way through the Bible course a 
lesson came on the Sabbath. Garnie realized 
that at last she was in contact with the right 
church, but Satan was right on hand to 
throw doubts into her heart. She said to her- 
self, “I will not have anything to do with 
this lesson!” She laid it down, but all day 
she would repeatedly go and pick it up, 
then firmly lay it down again. But at bed- 
time, as if the words were spoken aloud to 
her, she thought, “Garnie, why be so fool- 
ish? Why not see what they have to say 
about it?” She picked up the paper and 
started to read, and all the doubts left her. 
From that day forward, she kept the sev- 
enth day holy. 

Garnie is a member of the Seventh-day 
Adventist Church now and a leader in the 
junior and primary department of the 
Muncie, Indiana, church. She has found that 
God has a purpose for her, that He needs 
all children, and will draw them to Him if 
they will only come. Garnie is sorry for all 
the years she wasted, and she wishes she had 
many more years to serve the Lord, who 
was drawing her even when she was a 
child. 

Will you, too, give your heart and your 
life into the hands of God, and let Him 
lead you till you enter through the gates of 
Eden, our Promised Land? 

Look at the name under the title of this 
story, and you will see that the writer is 
Garnie in the story. 

And to think, it all started with a new 
calendar, many years ago. 


The Nonconformist 
From page 9 


honor at my wedding. I never saw her after 
that, for she died fairly young. 

What was the best thing that came to 
me from my years in school? It wasn’t the 
ability to read Latin or Greek or do mathe- 
matics. No. It was a burning hatred of dis- 
honesty. It came not from precept or 
preaching. It came from walking for four 
years with a girl who was honor personi- 
fied. Even a simple teen-ager can wield a 
powerful influence. The younger genera- 
tion could do with more nonconformists 
like my friend. 





The Punishment 
From page 11 


My mother told me to walk and not to 
ride my bike. But I insisted that it was too 
far to walk. I put the bottles in a bag and 
got my bike. The bike didn’t have a basket, 
so I had to guide with one hand and hold 
the bag with the other. 

When I reached the store it was closed. 
So of course I had to take the bottles home 
again. I was about halfway home when I 
decided to turn out into the street. After 
that all I remembered was turning, for I 
fell and cut myself badly. 

What had happened was that when I 
tried to turn into the street I turned in the 
wrong direction and ran into a tree. Then 
the bike fell, the bottles fell and broke, and 
I went down on top of the smashed glass. 

By now a couple of neighbors had come. 
A lady asked me what had happened. I 
told her I had fallen and I asked her to take 
me home. I half walked and she half carried 
me. A man brought my bike home later. 

When I got home my mother was pre- 
paring supper. Right away my brother, who 
had taken first aid, washed the glass out of 
my hands. My left hand had a bad cut. In 
the days that followed I had my hand all 
bandaged up. It was very sore. 

I think it was a punishment from God. 
That happened a few years ago, but every 
time I look at my left hand and see that 
scar I remember what happened when I 
disobeyed my mother. 
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The Silent Lie 
From page 3 


green aquarium plants and colored stones 
on the floor near the window. Mr. Wilson 
began to clean up the fragments. 

Later he turned to the class. “The bowl 
could not have fallen unless someone 
bumped or pushed it.” There was a dark 
silence as Mr. Wilson’s gaze ran over the 
students seated at their desks. When no 
one spoke, Mr. Wilson frowned. His gaze 
paused on Jeb. 

“Where were you during recess, Jeb?” 

Jeb shrugged his shoulders and dropped 
his eyes. 

“Well, Jeb? Are you responsible for 
this?” Mr. Wilson pointed to the remains 
of the fish bowl now lying in the waste- 
paper basket. 

“No.” 

“Then where were you during recess? 
When I called your name you didn’t show 
up.” 
“I—” Jeb stared at the floor. “I went to 
the grocery store.” 

“That is against the rules.” 

“But I didn’t break the fish bowl, honest!” 

Mr. Wilson looked at Jeb for a long mo- 
ment. “I don’t know what to say, Jeb. You 
see, if you will break one rule—such as 
sneaking to the store—you might not be 
completely honest in another situation. It 
is not easy to trust a young man who breaks 
rules.” 

“But honest, Mr. Wilson, I didn’t break 
the bowl!” 

“Maybe not. But perhaps by paying for it 
you will learn the importance of obeying 
all the rules.” 

“You mean I’ve got to pay for it even 
-when I didn’t break it?” 

“Yes.” 

Bob glanced away from Jeb and stared 
at his desk. He knew he should admit that 
he was responsible. But—— 

During the days that followed, Bob said 
nothing about the incident. His conscience 
bothered him. He told himself he hadn't 
lied. But perhaps when a fellow lets some- 
one else take the blame it is a kind of lie, a 
silent lie. 

On the fourth day Bob went to Mr. 
Wilson. “Sir?” 

Mr. Wilson glanced up. School was over 
for the day, and Bob had remained behind 
when the others left. “Yes, Bob?” 
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“There is something I must tell you. / 
broke the fish bowl.” 

“You?” Mr. Wilson stared in amazement. 
“But why didn’t you tell me before?” 

“Because—because I didn’t want to get 
into trouble.” 

“It was an accident, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then if you'd come to me immediately 
and explained, you would not have been in 
trouble—and we might have saved the fish.” 
Mr. Wilson frowned. “I’m disappointed in 
you, Bob. A fellow should never let another 
person take the blame for something he 
did.” 

“I'm sorry, sir.” 

“Tomorrow morning I want you to tell 
the class that you were responsible. And 
now we'll telephone Jeb, and you will apolo- 
gize to him and tell him you will pay for 
the fish bowl.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

It was hard to apologize to Jeb. It was 
even more difficult to confess to the class 
next morning. But, strange to say, Bob sud- 
denly felt much better. 

“Friends?” he asked Jeb that afternoon. 

“Sure,” Jeb agreed. 

The two fellows shook hands, then 
headed to the playground for an after-school 
game of catch. 


Candle for California 
From page 5 


“I certainly do,” replied Elder Lough- 
borough. “What do you think we should 
do? We cannot find a lot in San Francisco 
cheap enough to pitch our tent on.” 

“I have been sent to invite you to come to 
Petaluma to hold meetings there. You will 
be given a lot to use at no cost whatever.” 

“Who invites us there? Who sent you 
here to call us?” 


“I represent a group of Christian peopl ) 


in Petaluma. We call ourselves the Inde- 
pendents, because we have separated from 
the other churches. We found them too 
cold and worldly. When we read of your 
coming to California we prayed that if you 
had any message from God for us, He 
would guide you to us, and now I have 
found you within an hour after reaching 
San Francisco.” 








The little room was strangely quiet as 
Elder Bourdeau remarked reverently, “It is 
evident that the hand of the Lord is in this.” 

Elder Loughborough agreed. “Yes, we 
will talk it over with our fellow believers 
here in San Francisco, but I fully expect 
that we will be going to Petaluma.” 

Mr. Hough left, fully expecting the evan- 
gelists to follow him shortly. The very next 
day both ministers went by train to Peta- 
luma to look over the situation. Mr. Hough 
met them at the station. 

“You will sleep at my house tonight, but 
it has been arranged for you to go to the 
home of our leader, Mr. Wolf, for dinner.” 

“That is interesting, but what does Mr. 
Wolf know about us?” 

“He will tell you when he sees you.” 

Puzzled, the two ministers followed Mr. 
Hough to Mr. Wolf's home. As they walked 
up the steps they were still more puzzled 
when Mr. Wolf opened the door and ex- 
claimed, “Yes, you are the men, the very 
men that I saw in my dream! Now I know 
that you have something for us.” 

“Excuse us for asking, but I am afraid we 
don’t know what you are talking about. 
Please explain what this means,” asked 
Elder Loughborough. 

Mr. Wolf laughed. “Of course, you 
wouldn’t understand. But come in and sit 
down, and I will tell you about it.” 

They followed Mr. Wolf into the parlor. 
Here Mr. Hough told them that Mr. Wolf 
was the spiritual leader of the Independ- 
ents. “From time to time,” he explained, 
“Brother Wolf has had dreams which have 
meant much to us. A few weeks ago he had 
a truly remarkable dream, but I think he 
should tell you about it himself.” 

Mr. Wolf picked up the story. “Yes, it 
was a very unusual dream. It seemed to me 
that dense darkness had settled over this 
part of the country. Then I saw two men 
come and light a fire, and by their dress I 
recognized them as ministers. When this 


@:: began to burn brightly, I saw the min- 


isters of Petaluma rush out to try and ex- 
tinguish it. They piled on brush and sticks 
and grass, but of course the blaze only 
burned brighter. While they were busy do- 
ing this, the evangelists kindled a second 
fire, then a third, a fourth, and a fifth. 
When the ministers tried to put them all 
out they only blazed up brighter. Then I 
saw them give up and decide to leave the 
fires alone. I saw the faces of the two evan- 
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WRITE OR DRAW FOR 


SUNIOR GUIDE 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 
AND WIN AN AWARD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

STORIES should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. Keep them 
short. 

POEMS should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

DRAWINGS should be on stiff paper or 
poster board. They may be drawn in black 
pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
or water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink, as these don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on coquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

PHOTOGRAPHS will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 2%” x 214”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." This means too that a poem or 
story must not be written from memory. 

The best, original contributions will win 
awards. “First awards" of $2.00 are offered 
in each of the four categoies—stories, 
poems, drawings, photographs, And “awards” 
of $1.00 will also be given, depending on how 
much space is available. 

Contributions for February must reach the 
JUNIOR GUIDE during November. 

Send your contribution to Lawrence Max- 
well, Junior Guide, Washington 12, D.C. 
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gelists clearly, and I knew I would recog- 
nize them when I saw them again. So as 
you were coming along the road to my 
house, I looked curiously out of the window. 
As soon as you came close, I could see that 
you were the men I had seen in my dream. 
I called out, ‘Wife, these are the men I 
saw in my dream.’ Now, who are you? And 
what do you want to do in Petaluma?” 

“Mr. Wolf, I am sure you know what we 
want to do in Petaluma. We want to kindle 
that fire you saw. We have light from 
heaven, a message that God has sent for 
these last days. We know that God has 
guided us to Petaluma, and He has a work 
for us to do here.” 

The next day Mr. Wolf went with the 
ministers and arranged for a lot on which to 
pitch the tent. Then they went to a lumber 
dealer and asked for timber with which 
to make rough plank benches. At first the 
man was reluctant to let them have it. 





Did You Send a Picture? 


Did anyone send a picture of the canned 
food you collected at Halloween to the 
JUNIOR GUIDE? We want to print all the 
pictures possible, but we can’t print pic- 
tures we don’t have. 

With the picture please give: 

1. Name of group. 

2. Number of children who went out 
collecting. 

3. Number of items collected. (Count 
cans and packages of food and articles of 
clothing as one each.) 

4. Number of tracts given out. 

Please send the picture to: 

The Editor, JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 
12, Dx. 





“How do I know that I can trust you? 
You say you can’t pay cash for the timber, 
but you want to use it and pay for it later. 
Some ministers I have known were poor 
risks.” 

“You don’t need to worry about these 
men,” said Mr. Wolf. 

“All right, Mr. Wolf, I know you and I 
will accept your word.” 

So the tent was pitched, the seats con- 
structed, and on Thursday night, August 
13, less than four weeks after they had ar- 
rived in California, their first meeting was 
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held. The attendance was only forty that 
first evening, but the message went home 
to the hearts of the people, and news of the 
meetings spread. The second night there 
were seventy-five, on the third, more than a 
hundred. 

The next day being Sunday, meetings 
were held nearly all day, and that night 
four hundred people tried to crowd into 
the tent. The walls were rolled up, and peo- 
ple stood outside, drinking in a message 
such as they had never heard before. 

Truly those ministers were lighting a 
candle for California that would never be 
put out. 

(Next week: The Debate in the Barn) 


Tommy’s Scratch 
From page 8 


Almost a half hour went by, and then— 

“Tommy, what in the world is wrong with 
your leg?” Marie fairly screamed the words. 

The Band-Aids had washed off. Tommy 
quickly turned his head, but not before 
Marie had seen tears welling up in his big 
blue eyes. 

“You go home and show mamma,” she 
said. “Come on, I'll go with you. It’s horrid, 
simply HORRID. How did it happen?” 

“Oh, no, no, NO,” begged Tommy. “I'll go 
alone!” 

“O.K. But you go, and you tell mamma.” 

It was a lomg way home! Every step 
throbbed in Tommy’s head and every throb 
seemed to accent his thoughts. 

“Now I'll have to tell her . . 
have to tell her . 
her.” 

“Marie knows. She'll tell Dale, he'll tell 
Wade, Wade will tell Doug, and Doug will 
tell Jean, and then they will all know, even 
auntie and uncle. Everybody, yes, every- 
body—'cept mamma. Oh, I'll have to tell 
her.” 


. Now I'l 
. . Now I'll have to tell 


But there was a little voice inside tha ) 


said, “Maybe so, but not yet.” Then the 
throbbing in his leg accented, “Not yet, 
not yet, not yet!” Before he knew it he was 
home, at the door. He’d have to tell her. 
No, he wouldn’t. It was that “tug o’ war” 
again. 

He opened the door quietly, hoping 
mamma wouldn’t hear; but to his surprise 
mamma was just inside the door. 











“What's the matter, son, why aren’t you 
swimming?” mamma said. It was really un- 
usual for a child to leave the swimming hole 
without being called. 

“Oh, nothing. I just need a Band-Aid on 
my scratch.” And so saying, he disappeared 
into the bathroom. He stayed in there for 
quite a while. 

“That’s funny,” mother thought. “He 
can’t usually get back to the swimming 
hole fast enough.” 

Just as she was deciding to go and check 
on him, Tommy came out. Mother noticed 
an unusually pale look about him. 

As he started through the door, she raised 
her voice a bit. “Tommy, you come back 
here.” 

Tommy slowly turned around and walked 
to mother, his heart pounding, his thoughts 
racing. 

“Why, Tommy, you don’t look well. 
Mamma has been so busy getting ready for 
the sale. What’s the matter, honey?” 

“Nothing, Mom. I’m all right.” 

Mother’s mind turned back. Hadn't 
Tommy said he came to the house to put a 
Band-Aid on his scratch? His scratch? 

“Tommy, let mother see your scratch.” It 
was more of a command than a request. 

Tommy looked frightened now. “Oh, 
Mom, it’s O.K.,” he lied. 

“I must see it.” She took Tommy by the 
hand and led him to the couch. She sat 
down and pulled him down beside her. 
“Why on earth do you have so many little 
Band-Aids on a scratch?” There were five or 
six small ones crisscrossing one another. 

“I couldn’t find any big ones,” Tommy 
said, but the truth was, he had used all the 
big ones up. Now his eyes were brimful of 
tears. 

Mother began pulling off the Band- 
Aids. What her eyes saw brought a turmoil 
of mixed emotion to her heart. She was 
angry, hurt, sad, and bewildered all in one. 

Underneath all those Band-Aids was a 
perfectly horrible sore. 

Mother was angry with herself to think 
she had been too busy to notice Tommy’s 
“scratch.” 

She was hurt to think she had neglected 
her little boy. 

She was sad to think of how he must 
have been suffering. 

And most of all she was bewildered to 
think Tommy had hidden it from her. 
Why? 





Does Christ Really Love Boys and Girls? 
November 


6. Matt. 19:14 Jesus invites all juniors too 


7. Matt. 18:6 Jesus values children highly 
8. Matt. 18:3 Do not lose your faith 
9. Luke 7:14 Gave life to this youth 
? Luke 8:54 This maid received life 
Isa. 11:6 He has some wonderful plans 


2 1 John 2:12 Christ forgives freely 








Now she looked straight at him. 
“Thomas Leroy, why have you kept this 
from mother? It is a horrible cut, and it 
should have been stitched up. Oh, why didn’t 
you tell me?” 

She took Tommy into her arms. How 
good it felt to be there! Somehow the cut 
didn’t hurt so much now. 

Tommy finally found his voice. “I-I-I’m- 
sorry, Mother.” 

“There, there. That's all you need to say, 
darling. Mother understands.” 

Tommy felt so much better now. Why 
had he hidden it so long? Mother probably 
wouldn’t have punished him if he had told 
her sooner. 

Mother loved him tenderly and laid him 
down quietly on the couch with a ther- 
mometer in his mouth, then ran to tell 
daddy. 

He came in. Tommy had two degrees of 
temperature. Daddy examined the cut. 
“Mother, this boy must have some real top- 
grain rawhide in him. Not many boys could 
have stood a thing like that.” 

Tommy smiled. You could sure tell that 
daddy used to be a cowboy. 

“Maybe,” mother said, “it’s a quality of 
character that will be a benefit to him some- 
day. He wants to be a missionary doctor 
when he grows up, and perhaps he won't 
let little things bother him.” 

“It’s a cinch he can stand quite a bit,” 
dad said. “But you had better get him to a 
doctor right now.” 

While driving the four miles to the 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: "Christ-Centered Doctrines" 


V/l—Obedience 


(November 12) 


Memory VeERsE: “If ye be willing and obedient, 
ye shall eat the good of the land” (Isaiah 1:19). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of a disobedient king in 1 Sam- 
uel 15:1-24. Learn the memory verse. Go over it 
each day as you do your lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 
Obedience Goes With Faith 


Open your Bible to Philippians 2. 


In a series of lessons about things that we 
believe, it may at first seem strange to include 
obedience as a doctrine. But above all other 
people, we believe in obedience—willing obedi- 
ence—to God’s commands. 

It was through disobedience that the newly 
created earth was spoiled and the Garden of 
Eden lost. As we study the biographies of men 
and women of Bible times we find that those 
who were obedient to God were men and women 
who were successful, but those who refused to 
obey met with disaster. 

Moses lost the privilege of entering the Prom- 
ised Land on earth because he disobeyed the 
Lord and showed impatience toward the chil- 
dren of Israel on one occasion. 

Nadab and Abihu used “strange fire” instead 
of holy fire, which God had said should be in 
the sanctuary service, and they met with pun- 
ishment. Uzzah touched the ark in disregard of 
God’s law that only the Levites might touch it, 
and he met with death. 

Christ is an example to us of complete obedi- 
ence. Read what is said of His obedience, in 
verse 8. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 165, par. 1. 

Tuink! It is not blind obedience, but willing 
obedience that God requires. 
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Pray to obey God and those whom He has 
appointed to care for you because your heart 


is willing. 
MONDAY 
Saul’s Disobedience and What It Led To 


Open your Bible to 1 Samuel 15. 

The story of Saul, Israel’s first king, is one of 
the sad stories of the Bible. Saul was strong and 
tall and popular with the people. With the bless- 
ing of God, the confidence of the people, and 
the advice of the godly prophet Samuel he might 
have led the Israelites to do great things. 

He had been successful in wars against the 
heathen enemies of God’s people—the Philis- 
tines, Moab, Ammon, and Edom, and now he was 
told to go against the Amalekites, who had long 
given trouble, and who had rejected the Lord. 
Look in verse 3 and see how Saul was to deal 
with them. 

But Saul did not completely carry out God’s 
instructions. Read what he did, in verse 9. 

The Lord was grieved at Saul’s disobedience, 
and sent Samuel to the king. Find what Saul told 
Samuel when he saw him, in verse 13. 

This was a lie, for Saul had not done what the 
Lord had told him. He had spared the king and 
let the people take some of the animals for their 


own use. When Samuel challenged the king D 


and asked how it was that he could hear the 
bleating of sheep and the lowing of oxen, Saul 
told another lie. Look in verse 15 and see what 
this lie was, then read verses 22 and 23 and see 
in what words the prophet reproved the king. 

Saul had to admit his guilt and offered as an 
excuse, “I feared the people, and obeyed their 
voice” (1 Sam. 15:24). He was afraid of losing 
his popularity with his people. He did not real- 
ize that his anxiety to keep the popularity of 
the people would cause him to lose the throne. 

This fear of losing popularity has kept many 
from obeying the Lord. 














For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 630, pars. 2-4; p. 631. 

Tuink how much better it is to have the favor 
of God than popularity with others. 


Pray to take seriously every command of God, 
even if you may not at first see its importance. 
Remember that all God’s commands are en- 
ablings and are given for our good because He 
loves us. 


TUESDAY 
Abraham, and How He Obeyed 


Open your Bible to Hebrews 11. 


Saul was called from his father’s farm to the 
throne of Israel. How different from his story is 
the story of Abraham, who was called from a 
comfortable home in Ur, to wander with no 
home except a tent, in a heathen land. Saul lost 
his throne because of his disobedience, but 
Abraham gained favor with God and will have 
eternal life, because of his obedience. 

The Lord said to him, “Get thee out of thy 
country, and from thy kindred, and from thy 
father’s house, unto a land that I will shew thee” 
(Gen. 12:1). He was to leave everything that 
was familiar and go into the unknown. Then we 
read simply, “So Abram departed, as the Lord 
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Abraham was willing to obey God even to the point of 
sacrificing his own son. How willingly do we obey? 


had spoken unto him” (Gen. 12:4). Read what 
Paul says about Abram’s obedience in this mat- 
ter, in verse 8. 

After many years of praying and waiting, 
Abraham and Sarah were given a son. He was the 
delight of their lives, but when Isaac was a youth 
God tested Abraham’s faith and obedience by 
telling him to sacrifice his only son. 

“Abraham was sorely tested in his old age. 
The words of the Lord seemed terrible and un- 
called-for to the stricken old man, yet he never 
questioned their justice or hesitated in his obedi- 
ence.”—Testimonies, vol. 4, p. 253. 

Abraham was not required to kill his son. As 
his hand, clutching the knife, was poised ready 
to kill, a voice arrested him and told him, “Lay 
not thine hand upon the lad, neither do thou 
any thing unto him: for now I know that thou 
fearest God, seeing thou hast not withheld thy 
son, thine only son from me” (Gen. 22:12). Be- 
cause of Abraham’s obedience all nations of the 
world have been blessed, for all who become 
Christians are “Abraham’s seed, and heirs ac- 
cording to the promise” (Gal. 3:8, 29). 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 155. 


THINK how hard it must have been for Abra- 
ham to obey without questioning. 


Pray that you may obey God’s commands 
without questioning. 


WEDNESDAY 
Listening Ears 


Open your Bible to Psalm 78, 


Have you ever heard the expression, ‘“turn- 
ing a deaf ear” to something? Sometimes people 
do not want to hear certain things—an appeal 
for help, an order they do not want to obey, 
advice they do not want to take—so they turn a 
deaf ear to these things. 

Obedience springs from the heart. If we love 
Jesus in our hearts and want to serve Him, 
our ears will not be deaf to our Father, but they 
will be ready to listen. Read what the psalmist 
says about being ready to hear the Lord in 
verse 1. 

In 2 Timothy 4:3, 4, Paul tells us about peo- 
ple with “itching ears’—ears just the opposite of 
willing ears—ears that do not want to hear the 
truth if it makes them give up things that they 
would have to give up in order to serve Jesus. 

Paul tells us of his willingness to hear and 
obey in the words, “For I delight in the law of 
God after the inward man” (Rom. 7:22), and 
God gives us a promise that will make obedience 
an easy thing for us. He says, “I will put my 
laws into their mind, and write them in their 
hearts” (Heb. 8:10). 

“He who has God’s law written in the heart 
will obey God rather than men, and will sooner 
disobey all men than deviate in the least from 
the commandment of God.”—Testimonies, vol. 
1, p. 361. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 442, par. 1. 

Tuink! Are you willing to listen to God’s re- 
quirements, even if they cut across your selfish 
desires? 

Pray to have willing ears to hear and a willing 
heart to obey God’s laws, 


THURSDAY 
The Rewards of Obedience 


Open your Bible to Revelation 22. 


In the last days we are told that there will be 
an increase in disobedience. We are seeing this 
today in the rise in juvenile delinquency. Chil- 
dren of the world rebel against authority in the 
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home, in the school, and in the laws of the land. 
But among them there will be those who make 
obedience the rule of their lives, even when it 
means a sacrifice to them. They obey because 
they know that, although they may have to give 
up their own inclinations and desires, they will 
reap rich rewards in this life and also in the life 
to come. Our memory verse tells us this. 

One of the last promises in the Bible tells us 
about the rewards that will come to those who 
obey God. Find it in verse 14. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 65, par. 1 

Tuinxk! Is it worth while to give up our own 
inclinations on this earth to have everlasting 
joys in Christ’s eternal kingdom? 

Pray that you may one day receive the reward 
of willing obedience. 


FRIDAY 


UNDERLINE the names of the people in the list 
below who disobeyed God. 


PLACE A CIRCLE around the names of those who 
were obedient to God. (Some names may be both 
underlined and encircled.) 

UZZAH ADAM ABIHU SAUL NADAB ABRA- 
HAM EVE PAUL MOSES 

CAN YOU REMEMBER any verses about our ears 
and our hearts? 


Review the memory verse. 





Tommy’s Scratch 
From page 19 


clinic, mother tried to think how she would 
explain the situation to the doctor. 

Tommy admitted later that he felt “just 
plain silly.” 

The doctor greeted them as usual. He 
was their family doctor, a friend and a real 
Christian. He looked at Tommy’s chart. 
“Laceration? Let me see it.” 

Tommy showed him, his head hanging 
low. 

Dr. Smith took off mamma’s bandage and 
was astonished at what he saw. This kind of 
sore was what you found on heathen in the 
jungles, not on American boys, he said. 
Mother tried to explain. She doesn’t re- 
member exactly what she said, but she does 
remember what the doctor said. 

“Hot packs. Soak the wound four times a 


day in Epsom salt water. It may take 
months to heal. Tommy may even have to 
stay out of school for a while. But remem- 
ber to keep up the hot packs.” 

Tommy was quiet for a while on the 
way home. Then he began to talk. “I lis- 
tened to the devil, Mamma. You told me 
not to go out on the machinery to play. The 
devil said to go. I listened to the devil.” 

“Well, honey, I’m sorry you listened to 
the devil, but you should have told mamma 
after you got the cut. It would have saved 
you a lot of pain.” 

Tommy looked thoughtful for a minute, 
then said, “I’m sorry, Mommy. I won't lis- 
ten to the devil ever again.” Then he 
paused. “Mommy, will I have to stay out of 
school?” 

This would be Tommy’s first year at 
school, and he had been looking forward to 
it with keen anticipation. 

Mother was serious now. “Tommy, you 
and I know that with Jesus all things are 
possible. If it’s His will, it is very possible 
that you will be able to start school. Re- 
member the text: ‘If we confess our sins, 
He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, 
and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness’ 
(1 John 1:9).” 

Tommy sat thinking. “Then I must tell 
Jesus I’m sorry.” 

“That's right,” mother answered. 

Tommy did. 

In the days that followed, and they in- 
cluded packing and shipping all the house- 
hold goods and the trip 1,600 miles to col- 
lege, mamma and Tommy soaked the 
wound in hot Epsom salts many times. And 
each time they did, they asked Jesus to help 
heal the wound quickly so Tommy could 
go to school. 

In less than one month they were moved 
and settled—and Tommy was a student. 
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1. A crow on a distant tree saw the farmer dropping 
the poison wheat into Flickertail’s hole, and on 
coming over, he ate the kernels outside and also got 
the ones farther down. His bad luck was Flickertail’s 
good luck. 2. That was why he was the only ground 


squirrel in the field to stay alive. It was lonesome, 
however, during the hot August days. 3. For this 
reason he spent more time underground. Here he pre- 
pared his den for winter hibernation. The little room 
was filled with dry grass rolled into a large ball. 





4. He prepared for the heavy fall rains by digging a 
branched drain below his nest, where seepage would 
drain down and soak into the sandy soil below. 5. 
Then he dug a tunnel most of the way up to the 
surface. This would be his exit tunnel in the spring 





7. His temperature went down from 98° to 40°. 
8. His breathing and heart action came almost to a 
stop, as though the furnace had been turned off and 
only the pilot light was on to keep the spark of life 
flickering till spring. His body was rigid and appeared 
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and also help him find out something of what was 
going on outside without be’ng there. 6. In Septem- 
ber, Flickertail rolled up into a vertical ball in his 
nest, with his head in his lap, and went to sleep— 
at first lightly, but soon deep in his long winter nap. 


to be frozen stiff. 9. For him, time stood still until 
spring, when somewhere inside an alarm would ring 
and waken his sleeping senses and start the furnace 
going again. Then the season of singing birds and 
green grass would welcome him once more. The end. 








